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AN ANGEL 

has come 
TO m, A 
HlKIKOMORI. 


HEP NAME IS 
MISAKI-CHAN. 


SHE'S PONE 
A LOT OE 
THINGS TO 
TRY ANP TURN 
ME INTO A 
MATURE ANP 
RESPONSIBLE 
PERSON. 


THAT'S RIGHT 
WE EVEN 
HUGGEP EACH 
OTHER IN 
THE PARK/ 


MISAKLCHAN 
HAS ALWAYS 
BEEN KtNP ANP 
CONSOLING 
TO A 

SCUMBAG 
LIKE ME. 
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Chapter 16 Welcome to the NO-FUTURC! 

Chapter 17 Welcome to the DOGCN-ZAKfl! 

Chapter 18 Welcome to the TRAP! 

Chapter 19 Welcome to the S€lF-SACRIFIC€!j| f 
Chapter 20 Welcome to the Starry Sky! . " 

Special Feature — Satou-kun's Poem from 
Cro-Game Proposal [ZCRO: THC FRLSC SCR! 

(Pending...) Production Notes 

■Story : TATSUHIKO TAKIMOTO UComic : KCNDI OlUiA ■ Cower Design and Photo : GICHI OHTSUKA (VNDSUtaaw.) 
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FUCKIN' 
A/ WHY?/ 
WHY 

DOBS IT 
HAVE TO 


I'VE BEEN 
WORKING 
HARD 50 
THAT I COULD 
EARN ENOUGH 
TO COVER 
THE TUITION 
OF THAT 
VOCATIONAL 
SCHOOL/ 
























































TOLD ME 
THAT IP I 


TO GO TO 
SCHOOL, 
I'D HAVE 
TO PAY 
FOR IT ON 
MY OWN. 















Alum 


YEAH? WELL, 
LISTEN TO 
THIS/ WHEN I 
FIRST LEFT 
HOME, MY 
PARENTS 
TOLD ME... 


...THAT IF I 
WAS WILLING 
TO LIVE OFF 
MY OWN 
MONEY, THEN 
I COULD DO 
WHATEVER 
THE HELL I 
WANTED/ 
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#16 Welcome to the No-Future! 


Continued in Cpisode #17, 









































WE'RE DOING 
THIS TO SAVE 
THAT POOR 
GIRL WHO'S 
SUFFERING 
FROM AN 
INCURABLE 
DISEASE/ 



LET'S DO 
OUR BEST 
TO HELP 
THAT POOR, 
UNFORTUNATE 
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#17 Welcome to the Dogen-Zoko! 


Continued in episode #18.. 


ADD NOTE: 

SEN = 1,000. PAI * 
BREASTS. SO IT IS 
A FORM OF WORD 
PLAY MEANING 
1,000 TITS. 


Welcome lo the N.H.K.! | 
4-Pcinel Comic — #14 
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I'M SORRY, 
BUT I JUST 
HAD TO COME 
HERE AND 
APOLOGIZE 
TO you 

DIRECTLY 

ABOUT 

YESTERDAY 







































































...FROM THE 
OVER ONE- 
THOUSAND 
RANDOMLY 
SET CHOICES/ 


fisc auI 

a~eztiuh< a otto your house now?*-*] 


THE PLAYER 
MUST MAKE 
HIS DECISIONS 
WITHIN FIVE 
SECONDS... 







































































































ALL THOSE 
POSTERS 
MUST BE 


PEOPLE 


LIKE you, 
SATOU-KUN. 
HEH, HEH. 


MAN, you 
STINK OP 
HIKIKOMORI. 


ON FORUMS 
ON THE WEB, 








you 

BLUSHING 
SO BADLY? 


ALL HUMANS 
HAVE BEEN 
THOUGHT OP 
STRANGE BY 
OTHER PEOPLE. 

BUT you, 
SATOU-KUN... 




















you LIKE ME 
BUT BECAUSE 
X AM SO 
WONDERFUL, 
YOU ARE 
AFRAID THAT 
ONE DAY 
I'LL END UP 
HATING yOU, 



I ALREADY 
HAVE THAT 
GIRL WITH 


ALZHEIMER'S... 


< 
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SUT 1 
ALWAYS 
FELT IT 
WAS MY 
FAULT... 





...THAT 

MY 

MOTHBR 
PIBP ANP 
THAT MY 
PAP WENT 
CRAZY. 









3UT ONB 
PAY, WHEN 

r me in 

MIPPLB 

eCHOOL... 







STRUGGLING 


























#18 Welcome to the Trap! 


Continued in Cpisode #19, 

















PUT A COP K 
IN IT, YOU DAMN 
ERAT BOY/ QUIT 
TRYING TO 
MAKE yOURSELE 
LOOK GOOD IN 
A ERONT OE yOUR 
GIRLERIEND/ 
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WE'RE HERE 
AT PARROT 
LAND/ ON A 
DATE/ WE CAN 
DO WHATEVER 
WE WANT/ 

































SATOU- 


KUN, WHAT 

- 

HAVE you 

- 

EEEN 


DOING?/ 



YOU'RE 

LATE/ 


}' 























CONTRACT 
HERE STATES 
THAT FROM 
NOW ON, 
you CANNOT 
DISOBEY 
ANY OF MY 
ORDERS. 








































































#19 Welcome to the Self-Sacrifice! 


Continued in episode #20. 




















































































































BESIDES, 
HE'S LEFT 
A MAP AND 
DIRECTION 
PAGE ON HIS 
COMPUTER. 













THE ONLY 
THING HE 
HAS IS THE 
TALENT 
TO MAKE 
EXCUSES. 



E-BUT 
HE HAS 
SUCH NICE 
PARENTS. 


AND THAT 
PRETTY 
SENPAI THAT 
KEEPS 
HANGING 
OUT WITH 
HIM. 



NO THANKS 
TO HIM, I 
HAVEN'T GOT 
ANY WORK DONE 
AND I HAVE TO 
GO BACK TO 
MY PARENTS'... 

I'LL NEVER 
FORGIVE HIM/ 


HE'S AN 
INCOMPETENT 
IDIOT WHO 
CAN'T WRITE 
A DAMN SCENE 
NO MATTER 
HOW MUCH 
I BUG HIM 
* ABOUT IT. 















































SOMETHING 
GOOD 
SHOULD 
BE BORN 
EROM MY 
WICKED LIFE/ 





/ 
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#20 UJelcomc to the Starry Sky! 


Continued in Volume #5 ...Nouj Loading. 



Cxtra TRACK - Z€RO: The false season 

One summer day, a writer and mangaka headed to Hakone in hopes of shooting photos for 
visual reference at the Dazzling Dancing Festival. They were nearly an hour late, but they 
didn't waste time pointing fingers (because they were already so fuckin' late). On the ride 
there, their mental prowess was almost at its peak (They had the power to silence children) 
and serious conversation arose regarding the future of their work. (Wouldn't it be original to 
jump to another dimension?, etc...). 










Special Recording: Satou-kun's Poem for Z€RO: 
The Folse Season (pending) Production Notes 

The two had grown tired of the city (and online games and self-hatred), but their faces held 
only dazzling smiles. Smiles that hurt. Smiles where their teeth shined white. Anyone who 
saw those faces would surely enjoy this collection of photos (their so-called hobby) from the 
bottom of their heart. (Cont. on next page.) 











Cxtro TRACK ZCRO: The Folse Season 

(Cont.) The joy of these people lasts only briefly. During a stop by a natural hot spring during the 
photo-shooting, the writer said something. It was his words that instigated a shocking event. "When 
it comes to yoga, I can't be beat," he said. The writer then began to take a yoga position in his 
trunks. The mangaka, who had studied yoga, too, was moved by this stance. The half-naked young 
man exposed his naked body (though he was still only half-naked) and made a strained face, 
covered in sweat, yelling in a proud voice in the early afternoon, "Stick your ass up higher!" "L-l-l-like 
this?" "H-higher!" After that, in the changing room (and this was a reserve onsen, mind you), their 
manly legs were thrust up in the air like a wild dance. 








Their struggling voices were mixed with light and sweet sighs. Voices that sounded like they were 
torturing the other man. Voices, the voices... resounded, an irresistible sight unfolded before these 
men that could not help what they were doing... And so the two went on. But lo and behold, behind 
the two men whose youth clashed against one another, they felt a unity they had never felt before. 
Or at least that's what the waitress watching them saw with her white eyes, curious eyes tired of the 
stress of married life, glittering with a deep yearning. (This story has nothing to do with anything.) 























